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much wrong with him. He seemed to eat and drink
much the same as before.
" But whether he'd been ill or not, he certainly
caught a pretty bad cold after he'd been here a fortnight
or so. There was a lot of influenza about at the time,
and I dare say he had a slight touch of that. He didn't
seem to get any better, and one day—August 24th it
was, I remember—he didn't come down to breakfast. I
went up to his room and found him in bed. But he
swore there was nothing the matter with him, merely
his cold that he couldn't throw off, and asked me to send
out for some ammoniated quinine,
" I didn't altogether like the look of him, tor 1 could
see that he had a bit of a temperature. But 1 sent out
for the quinine and took it up to him. You'll hardly
believe it, sir, but he insisted on mixing it with that
rum and creme de men the cocktail of his. Said it didn't
taste so bad thaj: way."
" An extremely nasty mixture, 1 should imagine,"
said Dr. Priestley, " Did it do him any good?1*
" Well, sir, it didn't seem to me it did. By lunch time
he was looking pretty seedy and feeling it, too, though
he wouldn't say so. Then I remembered what I had
promised to Mr. Venner. Mr. Hinehliffe certainly wasn't
well, and I could see that he wasn't going to do anything
about it except take this quinine stuff. So J. made up my
mind, sent a wire to Mr. Venner, and then rang up Dr.
Hardwicke, who said he'd come round later m the after-
noon.
" And then the rumpus began. I tell you, sir, I*i»
not likely to forget it. I would never have believed that
a gentleman like Mr. Hinchlifife would have carried on
so. The evening after Mr. Vernier had been to see him
was nothing to it. I went up to his room and told him
that Dr. Hardwicke was coming round to see him, and
that I was sure they would get on very well together/1

